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CHRISTmas 

Putting 
Christ 
back  into 
Christmas 

Sally  had 
dropped  some 
money  in  a 
charity  pail, 
John  had  given 
a fruit  basket, 
but  Timmy  had 
no  gift 
for  the  Savior 


Editor’s  Note:  “Christmas  Is  For 
Christ”,  the  third  place  winning 
entry  in  the  DAILY  UNIVERSE 
Christmas  Story  contest,  was 
written  by  Robin  Beggs,  a senior 
in  journalism  from  Springville, 
Utah. 

By  ROBIN  K.  BEGGS 

Timmy  carefully  buckled  his 
boots  and  stepped  out  in  the  cold 
December  air.  The  scent  of 
chestnut  and  pine  nearly 
beckoned  him  to  stay  inside, 
where  the  rest  of  the  family  were 
playing  games  and  singing  carols. 
But  it  was  Christmas  Eve,  and  he 
had  one  mpre  gift  to  purchase. 

Reaching  into  his  pocket,  he 
felt  several  small  coins  and 
mumbled,  “Forty  cents!”  But  he 
couldn’t  keep  so  sober  when  a 
huge,  wet  snowflake  tickled  his 
nose. 

Rushing  down  the  street, 
nine-year-old  Tim  was  part  of  a 
fantasy  world— trees  flocked  and 
adorned  with  colored  lights  and 
balls,  the  sweet  ring  of  chapel 
bells  mixing  in  with  choirs  of 
carolers,  glittering,  sparkling  bulbs 
everywhere. 

BUT  HIS  mind  quickly  reverted 
to  Father’s  plea  the  evening 
before.  “Help  put  Christ  back  into 
Christmas,”  Tim  and  his  brothers 
and  sisters  were  told.  By  family 
consent,  everyone  was  to  select  a 


Carols  and  Bells  1 

By  JACK  SHIRTS 

Decibels  of  carols  and  bells 
In  the  middle  of  November 
Form  a glittering  shroud. 

And  clamors  the  crowd, 

“It’s  Christmas  time,  remember?” 


“Buy!”  “Spend  now!”  “Just  50  days  left!” 

So  soon  before  Thanksgiving. 

The  Savior’s  ashamed. 

Profaned  is  His  name. 

Near  dead  is  man’s  spiritual  living. 

But  Christ-touched  thoughts  of  carols  and  bells 
If  resounded  from  early  to  Decembers 
The  Savior  then  dear, 

Men’s  hearts  would  warmly  cheer, 

“It’s  Christmas  time,  remember?” 


Time  Pauses 

By  DAN  WALKER 

Within  its  unforgiving  minute, 
Time  pauses  for  a brief  moment. 
Chance  for  empathy 
Chance  for  insight 
Chance  for  love. 

The  lights,  trees  and  snow 
unite  in  comrtion  purpose. 

Man  reluctantly  follows 
A warm  fresh  feeling  fills  the  air, 
As  the  hearts  of  men  throb  in 
unison. 

A time  for  remembering  Christ. 
The  snow  softly  falls— 

Then  fades  in  the  night. 

But,  as  the  silence  after. 

We  linger  on. 


. Nostalgia  for  all 

NEW  YORK  (UPI)  - If 
you’re  under  30  and  you  want 
to  feel  nostalgic,  Seventeen 
magazine  suggests  you  think 
about  the  Brownie  pledge;  the 
first  topless  bathing  suits;  cook- 
ies and  milk  at  school;  chil- 
dren’s prices  at  the  movies; 
lemonade  stands;  pig  Latin; 
taking  the  training  wheels  off 
your  bike,  Petula  Clark  singing 
“Downtown.” 


TOY  IMPORTER 

° V-  GOING  OUT  OF  BUSINESS 

/'  Wholesale  Importer  of  Toy  KOALA  BEARS 

— j j direct  from  Australia,  quitting  business.  All 
toys  made  from  Real  Kangaroo  Fur  & Lamb's 
? ^ Wool,  $2.50-$!  1.00 Phone  373-7702 


B MR.  SNOW  8 
CHRISTMAS  DANCE 

HUNTINGTON  PARK 
STAKE  CENTER 
6531  Middleton  Street 
Huntington  Park,  Calif. 
Saturday,  December  25 
8:30-11:30 
Band:  LOVE  SYNDICATE 
Semi-Formal  Cost  $1.00  i 


noche  latina 

Featuring 

the  popular  market  place  of  last  | 
year's  noche  latina,  but  with 
greater  variety,  plus  dancing, 
singing  and  other  customs  in  the 
Latin  American  tradition  of  the 
Christmas  season. 

FIEST  ANAVID  AD 

Saturday,  December  18th 
Dinner  served  at  7:30,  8:00,  8:30 
Entertainment  and  Dancing 
9:15-11:00  p.m.  - Tickets  purchased 
Pres.  De  Hoyos,  132  FOB,  Ext.  2002 
Fred  Nelson,  112  NICB.  Ext.  2676  ' 

Tickets:  Adults,  Students 
S2.00  Children  $1.50 
Location:  Bonneville,  15th  & 22nd 
Ward  Bldg.,  85  South  908  East 
Food  Catered  by  El  Aiteca 


special  gift  this  Christmas  for 
Jesus,  on  His  birthday. 

Timmy  knew  Sally  had  dropped 
some  money  in  a charity  pail  to 
help  another  little  child  have  a 
better  Christmas,  and  John  had 
given  Grandmother  a fruit  basket. 
But  now  it  was  late,  Tim  had  no 
gift  for  the  Savior,  and  couldn’t 
think  of  one,  not  for  forty  cents. 

He  soon  reached  the  shopping 
plaza  and  several  stores  were  still 
open,  reaping  the  late  business  of 
yuletime  procrastinators. 
Windows  were  crammed  full  of 
paints,  bright  lights,  toys,  and  an 
occasional  Merry  Xmas. 

Inside,  observing  the  shelves  of 
toys,  the  many  kinds  of  candy 
and  colorful  articles  neatly 
arranged  in  the  big  department 
store,  Timmy  could  hardly  repress 
visions  of  ole  St.  Nick  or 
squeezing  his  stocking  late  at 
night  when  others  were  asleep. 

THEN  AN  idea  occurred  to 
him,  and  he  picked  an  article  from 


the  display  rack.  On  such  a festive 
occasion,  the  cashier  thought  it 
slightly  strange  that  Timmy  spent 
his  money  for  a red  magic  marker. 

Pressing  back  into  the  cheery 
night,  Tim  made  three  quick 
stops,  and  was  scarcely  noticed 
each  time  by  the  hordes  of 
customers  scurrying  along  the 
sidewalk.  Few  probably  even 
observed  the  scribbling  on  those 
big  department  store  windows 
which  now  read,  Merry 
CHRISTmas. 

Arriving  home,  he  was  met  with 
the  interrogations:  “What  did  you 
get  for  Jesus,  Timmy?” 

“I  just  put  Christ  back  into 
Christmas,”  he  quietly  replied. 


| God’s  Gift 

By  LAUREL  JEAN  NELSON 

Cheeks  glistening  with  tears— 
Gentle  whispers— 

“I’ll  always  hear  .... 

My  Son,  My  Beloved  Son, 
Leave  my  arms  now; 

Mary’s  await  you.” 

Eyes  lock  in  final  embrace— 
Tenderly  creeping  across  the 
Father’s  face— 

A smile— 

Spontaneously  returned. 

Two  souls  touch. 

The  heavenly  hush 
Slides  silently  earthward. 

Two  souls  now  touch  a third. 
Christ,  the  Savior,  is  bom. 
Heaven  and  earth  rejoice! 


In  Concert 

January  14,  1972 

Smith  Fieldhouse 
Tickets  *3.00  & *2.50 


mail  Order  Jan.  3 


Sponsored 
by  Soc.  Office 


Thursday,  December  16,  1971 


Daily  Universe 


Page  3 


Editor’s  Note:  “Christmas  Time”,  is  the  second  place  winner  in  the 
DAILY  UNIVERSE  Christmas  Story  contest.  It  is  written  by  Claire 
Robinson,  a freshman  in  Teacher  Education  from  Melba,  Idaho. 


Christmas  Time 


By  CLAIRE  ROBINSON 


‘Puppy, 

I’ll  be 
your 

Santa  ’ 


Eric  scuffled  out  of  the  old  run  down  apartment  building.  Again  he 
was  alone.  The  streets  looked  like  long  wet  pieces  of  black  licorice 
under  the  street  lights.  As  Eric  walked  he  began  his  escape  into 
another  world.  He  left  his  feelings  of  loneliness  and  unhappiness  and 
entered  a world  in  which  he  hungered  to  belong. 

Why  was  Eric  escaping?  Eric  was  an  orphan.  His  mother  died  when 
he  was  two  and  his  father  was  never  around.  Eric’s  father  did  provide 
food  but  drank  the  rest  of  his  earnings.  He  was  orphaned  by  his 
brothers  and  sisters.  They  had  run  away  from  the  world  which  seemed 
to  keep  Eric  prisoner.  Education  had  orphaned  him  too.  He  just  did 
not  have  the  clothes  or  the  social  acceptance  to  be  a part  of  school.  So 
each  day  would  grind  painfully  past  with  nothing  to  do  or  live  for. 

This  is  why  Eric  was  escaping;  escaping  into  a world  of  imagination, 
fun,  and  fantasy.  A world  which  treated  him  as  an  equal.  His  world 
was  the  “Christmas  World.”  He  did  not  always  understand  why  people 
were  so  kind  this  time  of  year,  but  they  were.  He  loved  to  walk  the 
streets  and  see  the  lights  and  Christmas  scenes.  He  loved  to  feel  the 
gaiety  and  laughter  of  the  holiday  season.  As  Eric  approached  one 
department  store,  he  gazed  in  the  window. 


He  knew  Santa 
was  not  true, 
but  still  he 
wished  he  could 


THERE  WAS  Santa  sitting  in  his  magnificent  red  and  white  throne 
giving  candy-canes  to  little  children,  who  would  sometimes  reluctantly 
sit  on  his  lap.  A tear  formed  under  Eric’s  eyelash.  He  could  never 
remember  Santa  coming  to  his  home.  At  age  twelve  he  knew  Santa 
was  not  true  but  still  he  wished  he  could  find  a present  under  the 
non-existent  tree  in  front  room. 

Eric  became  depressed  in  his  beautiful  world.  No  longer  was  he  an 
equal,  he  was  cold,  helpless,  and  feeling  abandoned.  This  feeling 
overwhelmed  him  and  hurt  him  so  much  he  darted  down  an  ally  to  get 
away  from  it. 


find  a present 
under  the  non- 
existent tree 


AS  HE  WAS  half  way  down  the  ally  he  heard  a soft  timid 
whimpering  sound.  He  stopped— looked  around-and  started  to  walk 
on.  He  heard  the  noise  again  and  began  to  move  toward  it.  There 
huddled  back  in  a dark  corner  was  a cold  wet  stranded  puppy.  It  tried 
to  growl  to  frighten  off  this  gigantic  stranger,  but  it  was  too  weak  and 
hungry  for  any  sound  to  come  out. 

Eric  picked  up  the  puppy  and  began  petting  it.  He  became  aware  of 
how  frail  and  weak  his  new  found  friend  was.  He  felt  a quiver  go 
through  the  puppy  and  realized  it  was  time  for  a decision. 


In  his  pocket  was  one  of  his  most  treasured  possessions,  his  lucky 
dime.  He  had  found  it  in  his  mother’s  old  purse.  Though  he  never 
knew  his  mother,  he  loved  the  dime  and  knew  it  was  lucky  because  it 
was  once  hers. 

Eric  looked  at  his  dime  and  he  looked  at  his  quivering  friend.  He 
held  the  puppy  tight  as  he  once  again  emerged  into  the  Christmas 
world.  Quickly  he  paced  off  the  two  blocks  to  an  old  grocery  store. 
There  in  that  store  he  left  the  only  remembrance  of  his  mother  and 
brought  out  a carton  of  milk. 


AGAIN  carrying  the  puppy  and  clutching  the  milk  he  descended 
down  the  dark  ally.  Sitting  on  the  ground,  he  poured  the  ivory  liquid 
into  his  hand.  As  tears  trickled  down  his  cheeks,  feelings  of  loneliness 
and  abandonment  vanished.  A strong  union  of  friendship  was  created 
as  Eric  whispered  in  the  puppy’s  ear,  “Puppy,  I’ll  be  your  Santa.” 


LOVE  and  DIAMONDS 
ARE  FOREVER 


BOND  THEM  AT 


Jckh  @eeA ' faiafttcHcfA 

58  No.  University  Ave.  375-5282 


John  Rees  will  present  a diamond  during  the  < 
New  James  Bond  007  thriller  . . . "Diamonds  t 
Are  Forever,"  showing  soon  at  the  Pioneer 
and  Academy  theaters. 


Because  He  was  Bom 

By  SUE  HILL 


Merry  Christmas! 

(Merry  Christmas?  Whirr,  click,  buzz!  That  does  not  compute.) 
Try  merry  alone,  or  joyous.  Exultant?  Happy? 

(Whirr,  click -click,  buzz!  Reject!  Reject!) 

What  of  Christmas,  then? 

(Christmas.  Comes  from  Christ  . . . ) 

Everything  does. 

(The  annual  observance  of  his  day  of  invention.  That  explains  the 
whole  expression.  That  computes.) 

Well  then  . . . Merry  Christmas. 


| Put  Stock  In  Your  Stocking  j 


' Support  Your 
C BYU 


T\C  Library  Fund 


Extend  the  Spirit  of  Giving  from  | 
Your  Family  to  Your  BYU  Family 


^MMMmMww*mwwjrMMMWwjrwMMWMWjimwwjrjrm*w*wMWA 

1 CLUBS, 

\ ORGANIZATIONS 

I SERVICE  UNITS. . . 

Get  your  group  in  the 

BANYAN! 

Contracts  are  due  no 
later  than  3 p.m.  Friday 
Dec.  17th 

For  information,  call  ext.  3445. 

f Don’t  Miss  Out! 
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Photo  by  Thos  Stout 

Christmas  is  ..  . 

(First  Place ) 

Christmas  is  a chilled  earth  warmed  by  the  Light  of  the 
World 

—Dean  Andrews 

( Second  Place ) 

Christmas  is  now  savor  flavor,  linger  longer,  after  laughter 
leave 

—Ronald  H.  Reynolds 

(Third  Place ) 

Christmas  is  to  winter  what  love  is  to  spring— Jingle  Bells 

—R.C.  Roberg 


Sidewalk  Santa 

By  NANCY  LEE  HANSEN 

Glass-stained , poster  paint  window  panes 
Advertise  enticing  dolls  with  parasols 
That  drink,  wink,  wet  in  gay  charade, 

Perennial  strings  of  flicker,  flashing  lights 
Burst  scarlet,  bubble  green,  splinter  white, 

That  casts  on  a driven  snow  a pinken  taint, 

The  same  sunken  flesh  hue  of  an  old  man’s  nose, 
He  walks  the  streets  from  winter  eve  to  noon, 
His  cigarette  between  thin  slits,  aquiver, 

He  is  always  sobbing, 

Even  on  Christmas  Eve 
His  tears  are  ice. 


A Missionary’s  Christmas 


By  MARK  S.  PARTRIDGE 

Happy  is  in  the  air 
(German  accented) 

Human  warmth 
fights  snow. 

A hustle,  jostle,  move 
crowd  downtown— 
a whole  time. 

But  we’re  a different  cat, 

You  and  I, 

For  we  love 
Christmas, 

But  more  than  Christmas. 

We  have  a happy  sadness, 

a schizophrenic  (cleaved  mind)  being— 

Loving  what  we  are, 
our  doings; 

Friendships  with  love  bound  fast. 

We  pose  for  our  daguerrotype, 
capture  our  group  yet  oneness  of 
the  moment. 


mingled  with  . . . 

Uneasiness? 

Loneliness? 
for  Certain  Ones 
not  here- 
our  connection 
only  paper  thin . 

Still,  we  know 
why  we  are 
and  who  we  are; 

We  feast  our  Master’s 

first  mortal  step  (the  time  is  wrong- 

no  matter,  our  hearts 
remove  it  to  its  proper  place) 

And  joy  to  know 

what  we  have  for  a gift 
from  Him 

to  bear  to  his  adorers. 

And  in  this  peace  find  joy 

No  earthly  care  can  e’er  destroy. 

— Syme 


We  feel  our  joy  here , 
yet 

Natural  Man 

By  LINDA  RAINEY 

Oh!  If  I could  see  it  all, 

View  the  Plan  from  some  great 
height , 

Far  above  this  frail  Earth  life. 
Seeing  with  five-sense ’d  sight  - 
And  if  1 could  Know  the  Christ, 
Know  him,  and  his  plans  for  me, 
Know  his  love  and  why  he  gave 
Life,  already  his,  to  me- 
Then,  perhaps,  would  I not  fall 
Prey  to  carnal,  earthly  vice. 

Then,  perhaps,  could  I,  too,  give 
Life,  a willing  sacrifice  . . . 

Somehow,  that  is  not  for  me. 
Faith,  instead  must  be  my  rod, 
Works  must  help  to  clear  my  sight: 
That  is  how  to  be  a God. 

Then,  upon  that  Christmas  morn 
When  my  Savior  calls  to  me, 

Then  will  I see  his  great  Plan 
Revealed  in  full,  fulfilled  in  me. 


Give  a 

Smith-Corona 

PORTABLE  TYPEWRITER 
FROM  LLOYD’S  TYPEWRITER 

,.o»  *99“ 

LLOYD’S  TYPEWRITER 

324  W.  Center  374-0725 


NEW 

SUPER- 


Dstlicious 


Incredibly  dee-licious  with  lettuce  . . . 
dills  . . . onion  . . . sliced  tomato  . . . 
and  a full  quarter  pound  patty  of  100% 
ground  beef. 
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Best  poem 


‘Your  Lord  is  here’ 

A girl  crouched  near  an  oxen  tall; 

Shuddering,  shared  his  gracious  stall. 

Her  Love  had  gone  to  fetch  a lamp 
To  warm  and  light  the  stable’s  damp. 

Trembling,  she  caught  the  great  beast’s  eye 
To  plead  his  leave  to  stay  near-by, 

When  in  her  arms  her  Helpless  stirred; 

More  with  her  heart  than  ear  she  heard, 

And  quick  her  gaze  moved  to  the  child 
And  to  the  small  eyes  clear  and  mild. 

And  in  their  calm  she  found  her  quest, 

Reflection  of  her  own  unrest. 

Thus  certain  of  her  babe’s  alarm, 

She  thought  to  free  from  fear  of  harm. 

Though  fresh  from  pain  and  lingering  weak, 

Her  mind  required  her  mouth  to  speak: 

“Do  not  fear  Babe,  do  not  fear. 

God  is  nigh  and  I am  here. 

The  night  is  warm  and  strangely  bright.” 

Mary  held  her  Helpless  tight. 

Jesus  gazed  into  her  eyes 

And  Mary  saw  strength  in  disguise. 

Past  her  own  reflected  fear 
She  saw  a light,  a comfort  clear: 

“Do  not  fear,  Mary,  do  not  fear. 

God  is  nigh,  your  Lord  is  here.” 

Sharon  Summersett  Brinton 
Junior  in  English 
Pomona,  California 


Second  place 


Madonna 

She  held  him  on  her  knee, 
her  new-found  maturity 
softening  the  line  of  cheek  and  breast, 
gentling  the  hand  that  cupped  his  head. 

Fingers  twining,  they  played  child  games, 
and  he  crowed,  delighted  by  the  tender  nonsense. 

For  a moment,  lulled  by  the  reality 

of  his  tiny  warmness,  she  forgot, 

and  lost  herself  in  everyday  mother-dreams. 

Louise  Craig 
Freshman  in  English 
Springville,  Utah 


Christmas  is . . . 


I like  Christmas 


I like  Christmas 
because 

When  I take  off  my  glasses 
Each  light  on  the  Christmas  tree 
Turns  in  to  the  Star  of  Bethlehem 


Of  all  the  things  that  I can’t  do 
I should  like  most  to  hear  the 
snowflakes 
fall 
and 
bump 

On  Christmas  Eve. 

Suzanne  Lyon 
Freshman 
Ashton,  Idaho 


. . . frosted  fields  of  heaven  glow. 

—Dave  Trottier 

. . . the  effervescent  radiance  of 
snowflakes  and  souls. 

—Laurel  Nelson 


National  Craftsmanship 


Replace  with  New 
L.  O.  F. 

IMPACT  RESISTANT 
WINDSHIELD 

407  West  1st  So 
Provo,  Utah  373-3040 


The  Prodigal 
Christmas 

Christmas  come, 

Christmas  go. 

Some  to  live, 

Some  to  know. 

Son  above, 

Son  below 
Trampled  neatly 
’Neath  the  snow. 

People  high, 

People  low. 

Some  to  live. 

Some  to  know 
The  scorching  pain 
Of  colder  snow. 


Third  place 


Growing 

urgency 


Hark!  Ye  Christians 
High  and  low. 

Ask  how  yourselves, 
How  acts  your  soul 
Toward  Him  above 
And  those  below? 

Is  it  warm 
And  full  of  glow? 
Or  clouded  o’er, 
Touched  with  snow. 


Christians  all, 

Do  now  you  know 
Christmas  does  not  just  come. 
It  must  needs  grow! 

Robert  Howley 
Sophomore 
Springville,  Utah 


The  Gift 

Once  within  a lowly  manger 
On  a clear  and  starlit  night 
Was  born  a tiny  baby 
Who  would  fill  the  world  with 
light. 

The  angels,  filled  with  glory, 
announced  the  Holy  Birth. 

To  shepherds  in  the  fields 
They  gave  hope  of  peace  on 
earth. 

The  wisemen,  they  were  looking 
For  a king  to  come  in  might. 

And  started  out  to  find  Him 
When  his  star  shone  in  the  night. 

They  felt  they  should  praise  Him 
This  King  who’d  come  to  earth 
And  thus  they  hastened  onward 
Rejoicing  in  His  birth. 

We  look  for  ways  to  praise  Him 
As  wisemen  did  of  old 
For  they  brought  the  tiny  baby 
Myrrh,  franken cense  and  gold. 

But  we  have  naught  to  offer 
Our  Savior,  Lord,  and  King 
For  we  are  poor,  not  wealthy, 

With  no  fine  gifts  to  bring. 

And  yet  a soft  voice  whispers 
“But  you  can  praise  Him  still 
For  all  that  He  desires 
Is  one  who’ll  do  His  will.” 


Rita  Bartholomew 
Junior  in  Genealogy 
Provo 


FREE  COUPON 

Clip  out  and  receive 
50c  of  free  service  at 
Provo's  finest  and  fastest 
cleaning  and  shirt  laundry 
Repairing  - Alterations 
Dry-Cleaning  - Laundry 
Full  Quality  & Speed 
Complete  2 hr.  Service 
Before  1 p.m. 

Open  7 a.m.  - 7 p.m. 

ALMO’S 

corner  2nd  West  1st  North 
373-8220 

COMPLETE  FULL  SERVICE 


ZALES.  . . . 
DIAMONDS 

THE  GIFT  OF  LOVE 
THAT  LASTS  A 
LIFETIME 


♦For  size,  cut,  quality  and  bril- 
liance, your  Zale  diamond  is 
the  finest  in  its  price  range. 
Your  money  back  in  full  if  you 
can  find  a better  diamond  value 
for  the  price  within  60  days 
from  date  of  purchase. 

Z4A£S' 

My,  how  you've  changed 

62  W.  Center 

Convenient  terms  arranged  for 
BYU  Students 


BURGER 

SHOPPE 

— presents  — 

HOLIDAY 

SPECIAL 

For  Thursday  and 
Friday 

A Complete 
Meal 

* Midi  Burger 

* Hot  French  Fries 

* Choice  of  Drink 
All  - Reg.  89c 

Now  69* 

TWO  DAYS  ONLY 
CALL 

375-4930 

FOR  READY-MADE  ORDERS 
800  North  700  East 
(Next  to  Campus  Plaza) 


Money  is  no  object,  but  she 
still  eats  at  JimbcYs. 

IT’S  HONKY  TONK! 

AND  THE  SWINGN’EST 
SINGALONG  IN  TOWN 
WITH  HONKY  TONK 
FRANKIE  — EVERY 
THURSDAY  NIGHT! 


A DATE  TO  REMEMBER! 
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12-count 
Package  " 

hwh#  WmrnmmmrnmtmtiMffM 


Jolty  Holiday  Ideas 


Shop  Ahead 
at  Safeway 
Discount  Prices! 


Grade  A Fryers 

U.S.D.A.  Inspected  And 
U.S.D.A.  Graded  A 

35* 


Whole 

lb. 


Tom  Turkeys 

v - 18  to  22  Lbs 
Aanor  House 

39* 


U.S.D.A.  Grade  A - 18  to  22  Lbs. 
Norbest  or  Manor  House 


Bar-S  Hams  Navel  Oranges  Fancy  Bananas 

— Fully  Cooked 
Vhole  or  Half 

1.15 


Cudahy  Holiday  — Fully  Cooked 
Waste  Free  — Whole  or  Half 


Fryer  Breasts  X,,d»“l 

76‘ 

Hen  Turkeys 

;.X  43' 

Skinless  Wieners 

X 59* 

Grade  A Ducks  ,XX 

68' 

Chunk  Bologna  JXX 

. 59* 

Cornish  Hens  SIX 

86' 

Leg  0'  Lamb  SXXr 

* 1.19 

Pork  Chops  XcXX 

” lb  68' 

Lamb  Rib  Chops  XX 

,b  1.29 

Pork  Party  Roast  X.1 

u.  79* 

Regular  Ground  Beef 

,b  58' 

Smoked  Hams  XTX 

“V  ,b.  58' 

Short  Ribs  of  Beef 

u.  49« 

Smoked  Hams  XYL, 

68' 

lb. 

Boneless  Hams""."'i.  u.  1.49 

Canned  Hams  X 4-78 


ALL  STORES 

CLOSED 

Saturday  and  Sunday 
December  25th  and  26th 


everyday  discount  prices 


Skylark  Bread”™""  X 35' 
Skylark  BreadSTE  £ 33' 
Skylark  BreodX-"  S 35' 
Skylark  BreadXSXT''  u 35‘ 
Stuffing  Bread  ££2?  X 33‘ 
Skylark  Raisin  Bread  35' 
Skylark  Raisin  Nut  Bread  £ 39* 
Danish  Nut  Rolls  “,1^,  X 43' 
Cinnamon  Rolls  w,;,h,,  ’X  43' 


Slab  Bacon 

Cudahy  Bar-S  — By  The  Piece 

b 48* 


California  Sunkist 

Safeway  Produce 

. . . Always  Best! 

bin  s-ib.  Oft 

Bag  Mr 

C 

© lb. 

12* 

TexaSweet  Grapefruit  X' 

10' 

Navel  Oranges 

California  35-lb. 

Choice  Carton 

3.98 

Fancy  Tangerines  XX  u, 

18' 

Crisp  Apples  X 

Delicious  23-lb. 

a Fancy  Carton 

3.98 

Fancy  Apples  XXX'  “ X 

98' 

Grapefruit  X." 

,d  Carton 

3.98 

Navel  Oranges  XX”  u. 

18' 

Pitted  Dates  “ 

ifomia  24-oi 

dorf  PWb 

96< 

Idaho*  Potatoes  5“".  ,.  X 

88' 

Unpitted  Dates 

California  12-ox 

Waldorf  Pkg 

42' 

Flash  Bulbs 

Sylvania  — AG1B  Blue  Dot 

12-count  Package 

- 1.09 


everyday  discount  prices 


Whipping  Cream  XL..,.  X 68' 
Whipping  Cream  XL....  38' 

Lucerne  Sour  Cream  X„’  68' 

Lucerne  Sour  Cream  38' 

Lucerne  Egg  Nog  38' 

Cream  Cheese  XL...  X 37' 

Cream  Cheese  XL,,.,  X 16' 


FROIEN  FOODS 

At  Discount  Prices 


Bel-air  Vegetables 
With  Butter  Sauce 

Boil  In  Bag  Pack 

Sliced  Green  Beans,  Golden  Corn, 
Young  Green  Peas,  Mixed  Vegetables 


Beverage  & Mixers 

Cragmont  Assorted 

1« 


Quart 

Bottle 


15’ 


everyday  discount  prices 


9-02. 

Pkg. 


27* 


Lucerne  Egg  Nog 

48 


Quart  l 
Carton 

(Half-Gallon  - 88c) 


Strawberries  US' 
Pumpkin  Pies  LiXX 
Bel-air  Cherry  Pies 
Bel-air  Candied  Yams 
Cream  Cheese  Cake  X 
Fried  Chicken  XX.. 
Small  Whole  Onions!;.'' 


X 49* 
X.  43‘ 
X 47' 
X 42' 
X 96' 
X 2.48 
X 49' 


Folgers  Coffee 
Folgers  Coffee 
Folgers  Coffee 
Alcoa  Pie  Pans 
Sliced  Pineapple  X 
Cocktail  Sauce  ,X” 
Polish  Dills  EX* 


3 ™ 2.63 
2.X  1.78 
X 98< 

P.tlc.g.  32' 

X 39' 
X.  35' 
X 48' 


Bake  Shop 


Chocolate  Fudge 

Layer  Cakes 

Two  High,  Light  Layers  of  Smooth,  Rich 
Fudge  Cake  — Real  Deep,  Dark  Chocolate 
Flavor  and  Icing  Out  of  This  World 

2 Layer  8-Inch 


99* 


Bel-air  Apple  Pies 

Quick  Bake  Recipe 


Morton  Cream  Pies 

Blueberry,  Cherry,  Pineapple, 
Strawberry 


44‘ 


SUPER  SAVERS 


Aluminum  Fail 
Cucumber  Chips  EE. 
Sweet  Pickles 
Hershey  Dainties 
Imperial  Margarine 
Uncle  Bens  Wild  Rice 
Cake  Mixes  XXT 
Cheese  Piiza  Mix  ZT 
Green  Beans  JX 
Green  Giant  Peas 
MJB  Coffee 


1 8Vi-oz. 
Pkg. 


58* 


Downy  Liquid 

Fabric  Softener 

1.418 


everyday  discount  prices 

Canned  Yams 

X 41' 

Canned  Yams  "”X-T-n“ 

X,  38' 

Stuffing  Bread  ?u'U»„ , 

X 56' 

Libby  Pumpkin 

X 28' 

Libby  Pumpkin  Pie  Mix 

X 44' 

Cut  Asparagus  JXX 

'c01  29* 

Ice  Cream 

Caramel  Pecan  Rolls 
Mince  Pies 
Butterflake  Rolls 
Holiday  Cookies 
Bountiful  Bread 
Date  Nut  Loaf 
Christmas  Stollen 
Cherry  Cream  Tarts 
Banana  Cream  Pie 
Sugar  Doughnuts 
Glazed  Doughnuts 


8' 

•x  68' 

,..K  4< 
’X."  1.48 
X 38' 

,„b  48' 
X 39* 
- 18' 

,..h  79* 
,..k  5' 
...  5' 


This  Advertisement  Effective 
At  Safeway  Discount 
In  All  Of  These  Towns: 

‘Salt  Lake  City,  ‘Granger,  ‘Magna, 
‘Sandy,  ‘Bountiful,  ‘Midvale, 
‘Tooele,  ‘Orem,  Mt.  Pleasant, 
Heber  City,  Roosevelt,  Richfield, 
‘Price,  Payson, ‘Vernal,* St.  George, 
Spanish  Fork,  Cedar  City,  ‘Provo, 
‘Logan,  ‘Ogden,  Tremonton,  ‘Brig- 
ham City,  ‘Layton,  ‘Roy,  ‘Murray. 
WYOMING  — Kemmerer,  Evariston, 
‘Rock  Springs. 

‘These  Stores  Open  Sunday 


RIVERSIDE  SHOPPING  PLAZA 
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Christmas  is  . . . 


Christmas  is  the  hymn  of  hope  that  stirs 
the  sinner’s  heart. 

—Dave  Trottier 

Christmas  is  the  sabbath  of  time. 

-Kimella  McKnight 
Christmas  is  the  heart  and  soul  of  Father 
Time. 

-Kimella  McKnight 
Christmas  is  sunshine  in  a snowstorm. 

—Ramona  Hayden 
Christmas  is  hearing  God  everywhere  and 
saying  “thank  you.” 

-Karen  L.  Stover 
Christmas  is  laughter,  mirth,  joy  and 
peace  on  earth,  our  Savior’s  birth. 

—Gail  Harmon 
Christmas  is  going  home  even  when  you 
stay  in  Provo. 

—Suzanne  Lyon 

Christmas  is  stale  cookies  in  the  mail. 

—Suzanne  Lyon 
Christmas  is  the  paradox  of  a tinsel  and 
toy  celebration  of  God. 

— J.  Scott  Samuelson 

Christmas  is  mistletoe  on  the  ceiling  that 
doesn’t  work. 

-Mary  Hemingway 
Christmas  is  a visitor  from  an  exalted 
sphere  slipping  ipto  the  world  incognito. 

-Benjamin  Urrutia 
Christmas  is  the  Primary  childrens’  chorus 
in  their  big  red  bows.  ^ 

— Joyce  Cobb 

Christmas  is  the  time  for  babies  to  teach 
adults  to  crawl. 

-Sharon  Brinton 
Christmas  is  letting  our  virtues  illuminate 
noble  glory. 

—Glenn  McMurtrey 
Christmas  is  the  day  God  gave  His  gift  to 
all  men,  everywhere. 

—Ken  Palmer 

Christmas  is  a tootsie-roll  pop.  (You  have 
to  lick  a lot  of  red  and  green-  coating 
before  you  get  to  something  you  can  sink 
your  teeth  into.) 

-Sharon  Brinton 

Christmas  is  a preface  to  Gethsemane. 

-Glenn  McMurtrey 
Christmas  is  righteous  folly  called 
Christmas  jolly. 

-Sharon  Brinton 
Christmas  is  finding  joy  by  giving  others 
tokens  of  Christ’s  priceless  gift. 

-Jack  R.  Shirts 
Christmas  is  when  yule  come. 

—Glenn  McMurtrey 
Christmas  is  bringing  tears  to  Christ’s  eyes 
by  removing  them  from  another’s. 

—Ken  Palmer 

Christmas  is  a glistening  tree  and  a happy 
me. 

-Bron  B.  Ingoldsby 
Christmas  is  more  you,  less  me  and  all 
Him. 

-Glenn  McMurtrey 
Christmas  is  your  non-member  family 
saying,  “We  love  you.  Please  come 
home.” 

—Valerie  Perrins 


Christmas  is  red  bells,  green  trees  and 
bent  knees. 

—Glenn  McMurtrey 
Christmas  is  a commemoration  of  the 
greatest  debut  ever  made. 

-Linda  Darline  Shirley 
Christmas  is  the  year’s  Sunday. 

-Godfrey  Ellis 
Christmas  is  sincere  spontaneous  smiles 
shared  simultaneously  with  two  or  more. 

-Kirk  Magleby 


Christmas  is  April  6th,  ye  heathen! 

-Dave  Trottier 

Christmas  is  seeking  Christ  and  finding 
Him  because  you’ve  looked. 

—Karen  Whittaker 
Christmas  is  whenever  gifts  don’t  cost 
$2.98,  because  you’re  both  worth  more. 

-Kirk  Magleby 

Christmas  is  a new  baby. 

-Janet  Weeks 


Christmas  is  a tormented  year  distilled 
into  one  Sterling  simple  Santa  clause. 

-Kirk  Magleby 
Christmas  is  Men  becomes  Man,  Mankind 
becomes  Kind,  Humanity  becomes 
naturally  Human. 

-Kirk  Magleby 
Christmas  is  Science  taking  a sleigh  ride 
with  mistletoe  absurdities  actually 
kissing— 

-Kirk  Magleby 
Christmas  is  little  children  suffered  to 
come  unto  Him  as  such. 

—Kirk  Magleby 
Christmas  is  winter’s  paradox  - cold 
noses  and  warm  hearts. 

-Kirk  Magleby 
Christmas  is  heart  feelings  worn  at  face 
value. 


Christmas  is  not  too  merry  when  staying 
alone  in  Provo. 

-Jay  Roberts 

Christmas  is  little  window-pressed  noses 
peeking  betv/een  the  snowflakes  for 
Santa. 

-Dan  Lubben 

Christmas  is  Christian  glue. 

—Carl  Baker 

Christmas  is  worldly  loss  that  glorified  one 
spiritually  on  a cross. 

—Julie  Johnson 
Christmas  is  frosted  fields  of  heaven  glow. 

-Dave  Trottier 
Christmas  is  the  annual  attempt  to  pacify 
our  religious  conscience  with  money. 

-J.  Scott  Samuelson 
Christmas  is  an  excuse  you’ve  needed  for 
a long  time. 

— E.  Mark  Bezzant 
Christmas  is  a break  for  those  on  a diet. 

-Carol  Yeh 

Christmas  is  Charity,  which  Charity  is  the 
pure  love  of  Christ. 

-David  J.  Rowberry 
Christmas  is  Lamanite  imagery: 
Tom-Toms  heralding,  angels  caroling. 

-Philip  Hibbert . 
Dick  Jardine 
Pat  Erickson 
Kim  Hibbert 

Christmas  is  the  ultimate  gift. 

-Colette  Mitchell 
Christmas  is  Christ,  love’s  pure  light,  born 
a glorious  hope  for  all! 

-Steven  Glencoe 
Christmas  is  really  an  Easter  Bunny,  not  a 
Santa  Claus. 

-Austin  Ray  Johnson 
Christmas  is  what  you  expect  it  to  be. 

—Barbara  Wilson 

Christmas  is  an  Honorable  Discharge. 

—A.  Grant  Gerber 
Christmas  is  holly-sprinkled  love  wrapped 
in  a child’s  brightness. 

-Macy  Frederick 
Christmas  is  the  effervescent  radiance  of 
snowflakes  and  souls. 

-Laurel  Jean  Nelson 


I Contest  best 

I 

| \ Somewhere 
she  is 
waiting’ 

| She  has 

| something  to  give 
| this  night 


Editor’s  Note:  First  place  in  the  DAILY  UNIVERSE 
Christmas  Story  contest  goes  to  “Somewhere  She  Is  Waiting” 
written  by  Margaret  Ellis,  a freshman  in  English  from 
Lachine,  Quebec,  Canada. 

By  MARGARET  ELLIS 

She  will  be  wearing  her  best  dress,  although  to  you  it  may 
seem  somewhat  gaudy.  The  nurse  came  around  earlier  today 
to  put  that  special  Christmas  wave  you  see,  in  her  snowy 
hair.  She  even  put  on  her  new  black  shoes  when  she  left  her 
room  this  afternoon  to  eat  a Christmas  meal  with  the  other 
sick  and  lpnely  people  in  the  rest  home.  She,  too,  raised  her 
glass  of  season  punch  to  toast  a merry  day  for  all, 
remembering  the  laughter  of  her  own  children  as  they’d 
gathered  around  her  festive  table  to  view  the  glazed  bird  on  a 
china  platter.  She  had  recaptured  the  music  of  their  jostling 
and  singing.  Such  a merry  time  it  was!  Maybe  they  will  come 
again  today. 


Now,  the  old  chair  creaks  rhythmically  as  she  rocks.  She 
has  placed  her  pinching  new  shoes  back  in  their  box, 
preferring  her  scuffed,  worn  slippers  tonight.  She  sits  at  the 
window  watching  the  large  flakes  fumble  and  fall.  She 
snuggles  deeper  into  her  tartan  shawl.  Carolers  have  been 
tonight.  She  sees  their  footprints  in  the  snow.  She  has  missed 
them,  her  hearing  no  longer  a reliable  sense.  ‘If  only  they  had 
stopped  a moment,’  she  thinks.  ‘No  gifts  required,  just 
precious  ,smiles.  No  college  degree  necessary  for  a friendly 
chat,  just  a light,  willing  heart.  Not  hours,  just  a few 
moments  of  their  time  and  youth.’ 

She  lias  something  to  give  them  this  night  — stories  of  her 
Christmases  past  and  a candy  for  each  from  her  box  of 
chocolates,  a sweet,  warm  smile  and  a weak,  but  sincere 
handshake.  If  only  they  had  come  to  visit. 

And  as  the  night  wears  on,  her  tears  will  fall  to  the  ticking 
of  the  clock.  Christmas  will  have  been  an  ordinary  day. 

Look  for  her  face  in  the  window.  She  is  watching  for  you. 
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GIANT  FOODS 


PROVO 

OREM 


{VLs 


PRIME  BEEF  STORE 


SHORT  RIBS 

PORK  STEAK 

PIUME  ^|| | ||||^ 

IOWA  fajOfcl 

CORN  |T“  j]W  ^ 

lb.  Hr 

LB.  3l<al  / 

CHUNK  STYLE 

BOLOGNA 

BACON 

■ ' 1 

VALLEY  Mi  ifll  ^ 
BRAND  tfjl  ^a|  T 

PREMIUM  S 

S}' lb° 

FRANKS 

HAMS 

SWIFT  IkCi 
PREMIUM  IQ]  =11 

FULL  POUND  PACK  OF  10 

gSTR  $|4f 

towels  , roSTkb,  ev  CROCKER  , BLUE  BONNET 

!d,X,E%u  I CHIPPOS  l'“'=A«W 


KLEENEX 

JUMBO 


If 


PUNTER'S 

MIXED  NUTS 


||  »V4 


oz. 


CANADA  j hj-c  fruit 
j DRINKS 

^ 46  OZ.  ^ 01 


DRY 

QUARTS 

PLUS. 

DEP. 


toilet  1 

TISSUE  ! 


i aurora  BnilPi 
| r roll  a la  v 


CRISCO 

OIL 


24  OZ. 


j apple  FRUIT 

I SAUCE  COCKTAIL 

It, ! monarch  nip  1 ^ARCH 

Hi  303  IllfeV  303  tfillP^ 


303 

CAN 


CAULI- 

FLOWER 


SNOW 

WHITE 


LB. 


MIXED 

EGG 

NUTS 

PLANT 

IN 

SHELL 

EXTRA  ^ ^ . 

FANCY  Pw 

FARM 

FRESH 

EACH 

w 

2 LBS.  pgl 

CUT  GREEN  c«am  or  kernal  I batata. 

BEANS  CORN  POTATOES 

monarch  j MONARCH  j MONARCH 

MS* 


glad  textured 

WRAP 


IVNN  WILSON 

CHIU 


tgsal 


FROZEN  FOODS 


JOHN’S 

PIZZA 


GREEN  GIANT 

RICE  DISHES 


BANQUET 

DINNERS 


FRESH  BAKERY 


BANANA  OR 
DATE  NUT 

LOAVES 


CANDY  CANE 

HARD 

CAKES 

ROLLS 

2 1 

LAYER  I 
8 

INCH  I 

21 

JL  ^ 

4 

We  have  an  assort- 
ment of  Stollen, 
Christmas  Cookies, 
Boterletter,  Almond 
Filled  Coffee  Cakes, 
Almond  Filled  Pret- 
zels, Gingerbread 
Men,  Gingerbread 
House,  Deluxe  Fruit 
Cakes,  Plum  Pud- 
ding. 


